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Oh I brave white horses ! you gather and gallop,
The storm-sprite loosens the gusty reins ;

Now the stoutest ship were the frailest shallop
In your hollow backs, or your high arched manes.

I would ride as never a man has ridden

In your sleepy, swirling surges hidden,

To gulfs foreshadowed through straits forbidden,
Where no light wearies and no love wanes.
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AM I waking ?   Was I sleeping ?

Dearest, are you watching yet ?
Traces on your cheeks of weeping

Glitter, 'tis in vain you fret;
Drifting ever I drifting onward !

In the glass the bright sand runs
Steadily and slowly downward;

Hushed are all the Myrmidons.

Has Automedon been banished

Erom his post beside my bed ?
Where has Agamemnon vanished ?

Where is warlike Diomed ?
Where is Nestor ? where Ulysses ?

Menelaus, where is he ?
Call them not, more dear your kisses

Than their prosings are to me.

Daylight fades and night must follow,

Low, where sea and sky combine,
Droops the orb of great Apollo,

Hostile god to me and mine.
Through the tent's wide entrance streaming,

IE a flood of glory rare,
Glides the golden sunset, gleaming

On your goldenr gleaming hair.